I go	CAESAR      IN      ABYSSINIA
them, before Nasibu. His large revolver was secured to his
burly person by a piece of rich velvet piping. A huge
whistle bulged from his breast-pocket, lashed round his
shoulder by a heavy scarlet cord. Like the ear-splitting
long-distance horns of the heroes in Celtic romance, I
am sure that one blast from this fearsome machine
would have summoned all the oppressed tribes of Africa
and Arabia.
And that was Tarik Bey's object.   Tarik was a pure
Sudanese, and he bore his tribal marks upon his cheeks.
Picked up by some itinerant Turk, he had received a
military education in Constantinople.   Well over fifty, he
looked in his thirties stilL    He had fought in Tripoli for
the Turks, in the Dardanelles and the Caucasus for the
Turks, in Anatolia for the Turks :  in thrilling unhoped-for
victories and overwhelming defeats.   Now he had come
back to Africa, to fight for his home against the invader.
He stood up and made a brisk speech.
" Here am I, Excellency, at your service.
" I have fought all over the Turkish world.   I am back
in Africa because I love it and because Ethiopia attacked
is  the last  corner of free Africa.    I  have  enlisted  one
hundred and fifty specialists from all  over the Levant;
Ethiopians and Sudanese and Arabs.   All of them know
what to do, how to handle machine-guns,  wireless,  tele-
phones, mines ;  they are at your service."
He bowed forward, " and maps,3' he added. He went
to the door where an anonymous and disembodied hand
was ready with a large paper package.
Undoing the string, Tarik Bey revealed about thirty
maps of various parts of Ethiopia, published in England.
After two months of war these must have been the first to
reach Ogaden headquarters. Tarik Bey put them on the
table in front of Nasibu. I don't know whether his home-
land was included in Tarik's strategy, but they definitely
included a map of the Sudan.
Nasibu opened one and looked rather cautiously at it.
The Ethiopian has many points which mark him out
above other Africans. More discipline, more seriousness,
more tactical sense, more administrative ability, a written
language, an inherited pride in his race. But he cannot
read a map. I only met six Ethiopians who could—the

